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mony of the unveiling occurring September 17th, the orator being 
Mr. William M. Evarts, and is a gift by a number of gentlemen to 
the city of New York. The material is of bronze, and it is of 
heroic size. It was modelled by Mr. Randolph Rogers at Rome, 
and cast at Munich. The height of the bronze is ten feet, and in 
a standing position the figure would reach a stature of about four- 
teen feet. The base of the pedestal is of New England granite, 
while the pedestal itself is of the variegated marble of Spezzia. 
On the face of the pedestal is the inscription, "William H. Seward, 
Governor, Senator, Secretary of State of the United States." The 
height of the entire monument, including the pedestal, is twenty 
feet. " The attitude of the seated figure is that of rest and con- 
templation, such as a man would assume in the intervals of wri- 
ting. The right hand, hanging carelessly over the arm of the chair, 
holds a pen, while in the left hand is a manuscript. There is a 
certain alertness in the lifted head, that marks the statesman and 
man of affairs. The entire position is well chosen. The head is 
slightly turned to the right, and the body is erect without rigidity. 
The right leg is thrown over the left knee, balancing the attitude 



of the head and neck. The whole conception is strong and natu- 
ral. The new and glittering appearance of the bronze renders 
it somewhat difficult to judge of the likeness of the face to Mr. 
Seward's, except when it is viewed in profile. The darkness that 
results from exposure will soon remove this difficulty, and doubt- 
less the full face will then appear strong and vigorous as does now 
the clearly-cut profile. The stature indicated by the seated figure 
is somewhat greater than that of Mr. Seward, but this was neces- 
sary to give grace and ease to the position. The legs and arms 
are well modelled. Mr. Seward is represented as seated in a sena- 
torial chair, his cloak thrown over its back, the drapery relieving 
the rigidity of its outlines. Two piles of heavy folios, with a roll 
of paper lying on them, are under the chair, and serve to give so- 
lidity to the lower portion of the work." 

The statue, although open to criticism in a few details, is as 
a whole an excellent piece of work, worthy of its conspicuous 
position in one of the great centres of the metropolis, and is a 
credit to the gentlemen whose generous public spirit caused its 
erection. 
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' HE bestowal of the Medal of Honour upon M. 
Jean Paul Laurens was well-nigh a foregone 
conclusion, so deeply had his noble picture of 
the ' Austrian Staff before the Dead Body of 
General Marceau ' impressed the minds of the 
critics as well as the sympathies and the admi- 
ration of the public. He had but one real com- 
petitor, M. Bouguereau, whose claim was founded, not on his 
exquisite ' Vierge Consolatrice ' of this year, but on the long series 
of charming works which the annals of contemporary Art owe to 
his accomplished and poetic pencil. But in the chef-d'osuvrc of 
M. Laurens there was the one quality present which the other- 
wise almost perfect talent of his rival assuredly lacks, namely — 
strength. There is a feminine aspect about the genius of M. 
Bouguereau. Could a woman-artist ever be found, gifted, intelli- 
gent, and cultivated enough to attain to that marvellous perfection 
of drawing, that skill in grouping, that poetic delicacy of colouring 
and expression that never degenerates into feebleness, she would 
paint like Bouguereau. So, in the work of M. Laurens, there 
lurks an element of power, a virility of genius, that enables him to 
bear away the palm from one of the most accomplished artists of 
modern France. 

The award of the Medal of Honour in the sculpture depart- 
ment was received by the public with a less unanimous assent. 
M. Chapu has once already carried off this supremest prize, and 
his two exhibits of this season were hardly held to merit a repeti- 
tion of such crowning distinction. His statue of Berryer strikes 
the outside observer as a fairly meritorious work merelv, theatrical 
in pose and encumbered with vast masses of drapery which lack 
lightness of treatment. The ' Pensee ' for the tomb of the Com- 
tesse d'Agoult (the Daniel Stern of modern French literature) is 
graceful and tender in conception, though the introduction of a 
little figure of Goethe in the background, the deceased lady having 
had a peculiar predilection for the works of that poet, produces a 
decidedly absurd effect. Moreover, both the ' Pensee ' and the 
'Berryer' being draped figures, it is held that they were far less 
difficult of treatment than examples of the nude would have been. 
The medal would have been more fitly bestowed upon Mercie, 
whose splendid group the ' Genius of Art,' intended for the gate- 
way of the Louvre, forms a conspicuous ornament to the sculpture 
department ; or on Aime Millet, whose fine and spirited ' Cassan- 
dra' has already been described in these pages. This last statue 
has been purchased by the Government for the Luxembourg. 

The Prix du Salon goes to the sculpture department this year, 
as was but just, it having been bestowed upon painters ever since 
its foundation. M. Henri Peinte takes it this year with a single 



figure, * Sarpedon in the Act of stringing his Bow.' Notwithstand- 
ing the too feminine lines of the form and disposition of the hair, 
this figure displays remarkable qualities for a young artist, and 
fully justifies the award of the jury. 

The three first-class medals in the department of painting were 
won by MM. Lucien Melingue, Roll, and Dupain. M. Melingue 
comes first, no less by order of merit than because his name stands 
first upon the list. His ' Morning of the ioth Thermidor, 1794,' is 
a large and important work, crowded with figures, vigorous in con- 
ception and execution, and showing long and careful study, as 
well as creative force and genius. The wild beast Robespierre, 
driven to bay, has vainly attempted self-destruction. He lies on a 
table, his feet toward the spectator, his head slightly raised so as 
to show the still ferocious yet agonised countenance, stained with 
blood from a terrible wound in the jone. The foreshortening of 
the feet and legs of this central figure is most wonderfully ex- 
ecuted. At one side of the wounded dictator, a fierce and threat- 
ening crowd fills the room, exulting in his sufferings and menacing 
him with death. His companions in misfortune, Couthon and St.- 
Just, sit at the other side, the latter motionless and heedless of the 
cries and threats of the multitude, while the other looks up with 
an aspect half deprecating, half defiant. Apart from the artistic 
merits of this fine painting, it has that of being a very faithful 
transcription of the actual scene. M. Melingue has studied the 
records of the period with great care, and has in nowise drawn on 
his imagination. He was, for instance, at first reproached with 
the bare legs of Robespierre, whose stockings have slipped down 
to his ankles. But it was afterwards proved from contemporary 
evidence that Robespierre suffered from varicose veins in his legs, 
and that one of his first requests to the persons who aided to place 
him on the table that formed his couch, after his attempt at sui- 
cide, was that his garters might be taken off, else in his recumbent 
position the swelling that would naturally ensue would cause him 
intense agony — a comparatively unimportant detail probably, but 
interesting as showing the conscientious care and fidelity of the 
artist. 

The 'Scene from the Inundations of 1875,' by M. Roll, is a 
large, ambitious, and singularly uneven work, showing great quali- 
ties in parts, but unpleasant and ineffective as a whole. It has 
one strong disadvantage, namely that of suggesting by colouring, 
grouping, subject, and general effect, the ghastly ' Wreck of the 
Medusa,' the well-known masterpiece by Gericault, now in the 
Louvre. On the roof of a well-nigh submerged house, amid a 
waste of yellowish, foam-streaked waters, a family have taken 
refuge, while a boat, propelled by two sturdy half-naked boatmen, 
approaches to save them. The father, a wild, haggard figure very 
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vigorously painted, flings himself forward with mad eagerness to 
clutch at the side of the boat which the angry waves threaten to 
bear away, and with it the last chance of safety for this well-nigh 
despairing wretch and his wife and children. The mother stands 
farther back, supporting across her knee the corpse of her eldest 
child, a boy of some ten years of age, while she holds a crying 
infant in one arm. One corpse already encumbers the boat in 
which these miserable creatures are about to take refuge. A cow 
in the extreme foreground, in horrible and undue prominence, 
swims forward, thrusting her head out of the water, with the ex- 
treme of animal terror in her great, distended eyes. Certain parts 
of this most painful picture call for much praise, such as the group 
of the mother and children, the movement of the haggard figure 
of the father, and the manner in which the scene is illumined by a 
ray of light, which, breaking through the clouds, falls across the 
forms of the stalwart rescuers — altogether a work that fully justi- 
fies the award of the jury, though irregular, incomplete, and lack- 
ing due balancing in certain parts. 

M. Dupain's ' Good Samaritan,' if less ambitious, is more tho- 
roughly successful. It is a large, carefully-executed composition, 
showing strong qualities in the grouping, colouring, and expression 
of the principal personages. He has chosen the moment when 
the cortdge of the benevolent traveller arrives with the rescued 
sufferer at the door of the inn. The Samaritan, a fine figure with 
a noble and intelligent countenance, proffers his open purse to the 
innkeeper, who stands at the door, half doubtful as to what kind 
of a reception he shall accord to so unusual a guest as the 
wounded man whom the attendant slaves have just lifted from the 
Samaritan's horse. This listless, indifferent personage contrasts 
"well with the energetic benevolence expressed by the countenance 
of the principal actor in the scene. Well drawn, well conceived, 
and fully successful in every way, this picture amply justifies M. 
Dupain's claim to one of the three first-class medals of the Salon, 
and of the three winners we should accord to him the second 
place, the first belonging by every right to M. Melingue. 

Among the works that gained a second prize, the ' Medea ' of 
M. Morot holds a deservedly high place. Seated on the ground, 
with one hand lost amid the black tangles of her hair, her great, 
glittering, pale-blue eyes fixed on vacancy, the royal sorceress 
meditates on murder and revenge. Her children cling about her 
unheeded, their childish forms revealed against the cloud-like 
masses of a veil of black gauze wherein Medea is enveloped. The 
child that stands at her knee in the foreground is not infantile 
enough in contour. Its limbs are more those of a diminutive man 
than of a very young child. 

M. Toudouze is also a winner of a second-class medal. His 
' Lot's Wife ' is coarse and melodramatic in treatment, and the 
colouring is harsh and heavy in tone. The attitude of the trans- 
formed woman is very ungraceful, and the angel, hovering a few 
feet above the earth, in the immediate foreground, and who may 
be supposed to have been the agent in the transformation, is not 
in the least aerial or celestial, and hovers in very clumsy fashion in 
front of his victim. 

Very genuine and remarkable has been the success of the piece 
of still-life contributed by M. Bergeret, and entitled ' Shrimps ' 
(' Les Crevettes '), those appetising little fish forming the central 
object in the picture. The play of light on their surface, and their 
different hues of red and rose colour, are most admirably ren- 
dered. It is said that this artist, who is still quite young, was 
until recently a house-decorator, and had a mania for painting 
small pictures of single objects, such as a fruit, an oyster, a dead 
bird, on bits of wood. One of these productions having been 
seen by a connoisseur, he advised him at once to relinquish his 
trade and devote himself to the serious study of Art. This he has 
done, and with what result the world has just seen. His other 
contribution, a fruit-piece, though well executed, bears no com- 
parison to his ' Crevettes,' which has been pronounced the most 
remarkable painting of still-life exhibited at the Salon this season. 
It richly deserved the second medal awarded to it by the jury. 

M. Meynier (who cannot be a young man, since he is inscribed 
in the catalogue as a pupil of Paul Delaroche) also took a second 



medal with his ' Chrysante and Daria,' the subject of which is 
thus explained : " Chrysante, having converted to Christianity the 
virgin Daria, dedicated to Minerva, was with her condemned to 
suffer martyrdom under the Emperor Numerian, the 25th of Octo- 
ber, 284." There was scope in this subject for much display of 
power of composition and of archaeological detail. But M. Mey- 
nier has chosen to treat it with severe simplicity. Two well-paint- 
ed life-sized figures — one male, the other female, in Roman dra- 
pery, with gold aureoles around their heads, their hands tied be- 
hind their backs, and both with eyes upraised to heaven — fill 
the high, narrow canvas. The work is remarkable for technical 
knowledge and accuracy of drawing, but the picture is inexpres- 
sive and uninteresting. There has been a great display of saints 
and martyrs this year from the pencils of known and unknown 
artists alike, owing probably to the pronounced clerical tendencies 
on the part of the present Government of France. 

A landscape by M. Rapin, and a portrait by M. Wencker, a 
Flemish artist, fill out the list of works that have been honoured 
with a second medal. 

First in the list of the third-class medal-winners, to American 
appreciation, we must, of course, class our gifted countryman 
Frederick Bridgman. From the very day of the opening of the 
Salon his certainty of a prize was recognised by the public at 
large and by the severest French critics, as well as by his friends 
and compatriots. A pupil of Gerome, he has in this fine pic- 
ture (the ' Interment of a Mummy ') approached the highest qua- 
lities of his great master. The work is a large and an impor- 
tant one, and has been so often described that I forbear to repeat 
the process. But I cannot refrain from remarking on the wonder- 
ful atmosphere, redolent of the warm gold of a tropical sunset, 
the sun-tinged ripples of the sacred river over which the funeral- 
barges solemnly advance, the accuracy of the details, the richness 
yet sobriety of the colouring. Had Mr. Bridgman been a French- 
man, he would have been awarded a second-class medal at the 
very least. The picture, in spite of the absence of all sensational 
qualities, was a popular favourite from the very first, having 
always a group of gazers before it, an unmistakable mark of ap- 
preciation on the part of the severely critical French public. 

The American artists have more than held their own at the 
Salon of this year. Besides the above powerful and striking 
work, Mr. Knight's ' Water- Carriers,' already described in these 
pages, merits special mention, as does also the noble portrait of 
M. Gambetta by Mr. Healy. Mr. W. Low showed remarkable 
talent in his ' Portrait of Mademoiselle Albani,' the pose and the 
draperies being especially worthy of commendation. The ' Portrait 
of a Lady ' by Mr. A. A. Anderson was also excellent, the sheeny 
blue satin of the lady's dress being extremely well rendered. 
Two fine landscapes by C. E. Dubois, one a summer sunset-scene 
on Long Island, the other a scene on the Hudson in September, 
received warm commendation, and were much admired in spite of 
the fact that the Salon of this year was unusually strong in the 
department of landscapes. The cool, calm atmosphere of the 
second picture, and the manner in which the first faint tinges of 
the early frost on the foliage were rendered, were beyond all 
praise. Mr. Bloomer, of California, and Mr. Baird, of Chicago, 
also exhibited landscapes. A vigorously-painted head by Mr. 
Loomis, a Dutch smoker in a broad-brimmed hat, showed a tho- 
rough mastery of light and shade. Mr. Edward May exhibited a 
weird and striking female head, not unlike in feature to Mademoi- 
selle Croizette, with a very peculiar sidelong glance and sinister 
expression. This picture is entitled ' Antonius,' and was purchased 
by the Vicomte Paul Daru. 

Taken as a whole, the exhibition of this year cannot be pro- 
nounced a brilliant success. It failed to bring forward any new 
talent, and in many instances the successes of past years were 
not sustained. Nor did the great masters, save in the case of 
Bouguereau, maintain themselves to the level of their reputations. 
A few really great works, a few others of decided merit, and then 
a dead level of mediocrity : such must be the final verdict pro- 
nounced upon the Salon of 1877. 

Lucy H. Hooper. 



